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Fingers 


Author's Notes: 
Partly inspired by a fabulous video (and its soundtrack) NeennE made and sent me last night. Also, I've these 


cuties on Friday night, front rows, and David's smile was too stunning to bear! | had to write something about 
those two. 


Long, calloused fingers dig into the sheets as strong, muscular arm stretch. It's time for the lion king to wake 
up. The smallest of smiles dances on my face, but | have to bite my lower lip when | feel your hands running 


through my hair. Oh, God 


It has to infectious, my happiness to be yours, because you're smiling lazily too as your digits pull my locks 


slightly. 
Lately, I've been wondering if you miss the long, hazel strands you loved to wrap around your fingers so much. 


| brush my index against your eyelid and, a second later, those catlike irises are staring at me. Fast awake, you 


crawl on your elbows, your lips now so close to mine.. but | have to wait, this is how it works. Its my 


punishment for getting rid of those locks you worshipped day and night and | have to admit | enjoy it very 
much. 


You lick your lips and relish my suffering, trying to keep myself still. Im getting pretty fucking hard and | can 
read in your sly eyes you know it, while your pretty hands run down my chest. 


| swallow hardly. Fuck 
"Please..." 
| beg you, you smirk. Your time to have fun. Its always been 


You push away the sheets to find me almost naked, not a big surprise, but judging by your gaze, l'm still your 
favorite kind of meat. Your palms strokes my thighs, savoring the wait.. 


Slap. 

Damn. 

| glance at those reddish, swollen lips of yours as you whisper your commard in a firm, guttural tone. 

"Bend over the headboard, Junior." 

| accomplish greedily. 

| do it slowly, the way you love it, even if l'd like to rush everything and get to the high point, considering my 
dick is starting to ache. | would never tell you, though. | know the punishment for that would be even worse 
than this. 


"Good boy." 


A hand holds my back down as the other one caresses my butt, before the familiar fresh-air whipping hits 
my skin. Slap. Another one, there we go. 


"What a little slut | got myself tonight." you giggle. 


| can tell you're quite pleased with yourself but any rational thoughts leave my mind as your teeth sink into 
my ass. Fuck 


"Someone here needs attentions, uh?" 


No way. You're never gonna hear it from me. 


Slap. 


Its a hard one this time, so that vibrations get to my aching dick. Your hand slices through the air as | 
whimper, trying to keep quiet. 


"Surrender, baby. We both know what you're craving.. | know my little whore very well" you add, chuckling 
against my ear. Now your hard-on is pressed against my thigh, your sweaty chest leant against my back and 
your talented fingers are teasing my balls, rolling them, tickling the sensitive skin.. 

Enough 

"J-just do it." | groan. 

You laugh cruelly, busy as you are playing with the fabric that's still dividing our arousals. In a second, your 
fingers slip under it and they start teasing my hole, dancing around it like it's a forbidden treasure you're 
looking forward to own. 

The only thing that's keeping you from doing it, its your addiction to this game of cat and mouse. 

"Do what, David? Do you." The tip of your tongue licks the corner of your lips, making me shiver as | enjoy 
the whole scene out of the corner of my eye. "Do you want me to fuck you with my fingers?" 

| bite my lip and nod. 

Slap. Harder then ever. 

You can't wait to hear me begging, all needy and helpless before your eyes. 

"Say the magic words, my pretty bitch" you whisper. 

Your words are so velvety and soft, | can't help giving you what you want. 

"Yes, p-please.. | want them in." 

My pants get torn apart by your lust. 


"All of them?" 


Now you're being cocky, to say the least, but fuck it. Your fingers bite into my skin and scratch my backside, 


making me moan louder. 
"Fuck yeah!" 


"Yeah, beg for it! | love when you do it" 


| smile, a drop of sweat gliding down the tip of my nose as | face the pillow. 

"Yeah. | know you do." 

A playful slap, now. It's always been your way to encourage me to go further. 

"Do you?" 

Its my turn to play now and we both know how much you love it when I'm cheeky, when | dirty talk to you. 
You love looking at that grown-up Minnesota boy while he challenges you. That, and you know you'll have the 
excuse you need to punish me even harder than you already did. 

"You love getting me ready for more, don't you?" | murmur, gasping for air. | feel your hands parting my butt 
cheeks. "You want me to plead for those perfect, long fingers of yours.. for that warm, delicious tongue.. for 


that hard, drilling dick." 


| hold tight on to the pillow and grit my teeth as your index goes in. Dry. It's a punishment after all, isn't it? | 
inhale deeply. 


"What? Has all the impertinence gone out of you?" you ask and stab me deeper. | bite my tongue and keep 


silent. Fucking. Hell 

"Give up, my little slut.. c'mon." you whisper, once again, into my ear. 

Your voice is like a poison and | can't tell what's turning me on the most, if your fingers or your hot, wet 
tongue, licking its way to my lobe. You nib it and start grinding, adding more fingers till you part from me and 
get closer to my treasure. Your treasure. In a second, you bury your face there, your tongue licking my hole 
like you're a man dying of thirst. It makes me howl, makes me throw away all the pride that's left in me. 

| pound my fists against the headboard and let myself go. 


"Fuck yeah!" | scream. "Oh, fuck.. fuck.. Don't stop, please! I'm fucking yours!" 


Now you're totally pleased with yourself. Quickly, you pull out and get rid of your pants. A couple of strokes 


and you're ready. But then, maybe, just maybe, you were born ready - weren't you? 


You let your cock slide into me like we were intended to be this way since the very beginning, finally as one, 
lion and lioness. You let out an animalistic growl, the feverish sign we're too far to look back. 


Thirty-three years too far. 


Your hand goes to pleasure me as | join you with my moans, our voices melting into the most perfect choir 


that could ever exist. 


"Fu-ck, Junior." you stutter, throaty, your thrusts getting less and less restrained. 


| know itll be over soon, it's the greatness and the curse of the bliss. It's a second that lasts an eternity and 
as | come, soaking your beautiful fingers, warmness shows me the sweet comparison between your gear and 


my body: both passing under your magic touch, both giving birth to some kind of art. 


